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Stalin, our pride, our happiness, our joy! Live,
Comrade Stalin, for the sake of the happiness
and joy of the toilers, for the sake of our great,
powerful fatherland (rodina), for the sake of
socialism! We plead with you, our Comrade
Stalin: Watch your life, it belongs to us, it be-
longs to the whole nation and to the toilers of
the whole globe. With all our heart we wish you,
our own loving Comrade Stalin, health and joy."

Here is a "people's song" from the same issue of
Pravda. It was written in Daghestan Aula, in the
lower Genguti, and translated from Kumic by
EffendiKapief:

"Our Stalin:

"As if it were possible in a song by a singer
to tell how dear thou beloved, our father, art!
Thou, like flint, wert tempered in the front line
of the crusaders! We hold thee in the cradle of
our arms! In the cold of the winter thou art a
shelter for us; in the heat of the summer thou
art a cooling garden; thou art the wings that
raise us to the skies; for the one that goes down
under the ground thou art the air. Over our
enemies thou art a stormy cloud; over the toilers*